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Samoilov leaned behind his wife's back and sputtered
broken phrases.
"All right, let's say they're guilty. But give them a
chance to explain! Who are they against? That's what I
want to know! I too have my own interests at heart...,"
"Hush!" warned the official, shaking his finger at Sa-
moilov.
Sizov shook his head mournfully.
The mother kept her eyes on the judges and noticed
that their excitement increased as they talked together. The
cold, slimy sound of their voices touched her face, making
her cheeks quiver and leaving an ugly, unwholesome taste
in her mouth. For some reason she felt they were talking
about the bodies of her son and his comrades, about their
young limbs and muscles, so charged with hot blood and
vitality. Such bodies roused in them the mean envy of beg-
gars, the sticky greed of the sick and exhausted.  They
smacked their lips and coveted these bodies, that could
work and grow rich, create and know pleasure. Now these
bodies were being withdrawn from the daily round; they
were being rejected, and this meant they could no longer
be possessed, exploited, or consumed. And for that reason
the young men roused in the old judges the gnawing,
vengeful   fury of worn-out  beasts   who see fresh food
before them and lack the strength to seize it. Beasts who
are no longer capable of taking their fill of other creatures'
strength, but only growl and whine on seeing a means
of satiety escaping them.
These strange, crude thoughts took more distinct shape
in her mind as she studied the judges more attentively.
They seemed to make no effort to hide the greed and im-
potent rage of famished creatures who knew what it meant
to feast. For her, a woman and a mother, to whom the
body of her son was dearer than what is called the soul,
it was dreadful to watch their dull eyes crawl over his
face, touch his breast, h;s shoulders, his arms, rub against
his vital flesh as though the friction would warm the blood
flowing in their own sclerosed veins and expended mus-

